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GIRL CADETS OF ELFENBERG 


Schloss Elfenberg glimpsed through 
the pines from the winding road 
below lived up to its name with a 
fairytale appearance: a confection of 
pale grey towers and battlements 
perched on its craggy hilltop. For any 
tourist who happened into this remote 
region of Upper Bavaria that glimpse 
would act like a magnet beckoning 
him to a closer look. And probably 
like tourists everywhere nowadays he 
would assume he could gain closer 
acquaintance because surely 
nowadays everywhere is open to the 
gawking, camera-clicking visitor. But 
he would be disappointed: that 
tantalising glimpse from some three 
quarters of a mile away would be as 
close as he can get. Anything else is 
strickly Verboten. 


Schloss Elfenberg can look 
particularly marvellous in winter — on 
a morning such as this one in late 
January when there has been 
overnight snow but now the sky is a 
dazzling blue. With pine and fir 
boughs groaning under their flesh 
white blanket and up there the castle 
glistening in the sun like an iced fairy 
cake. A breathtaking sight for our 
tourist who will no doubt desperately 
pump the innkeeper or whoever 
in the village below for more 
information. Perhaps if he is 
sufficiently persistent he may be 
grudgingly told that it is nowadays a 
training establishment: a 
Trainingslager. Training of whom? 
And in what? But he will get ño more 
answers. Nothing more than a shrug. 
possibly a quizzical smile. 


He will no doubt wish, our tourist, 
that he were this raven. Which now 
with a raucous cry rises from the top 
of a snow-clad fir and flapping heavily 
climbs in the sky. Climbing the сі 
morning air towards those white- 
capped parapets. Where it can perch 
and see ... 


A girl in a long black cloak crossing 
the snowy courtyard. Walking briskly 
with the cloak clutched tight around 
her because although the sun is bright 


the air is cold with a thin wind. 
Crossing the yard to a heavy oak door 
which nonetheless opens easily on 
well-oiled hinges. 


Inside to a room that is a kind of 
antechamber, stone walls and floor 
but warm enough with a glowing 
electric fire. A man dressed in olive- 
green army fatigues is sitting at a 
polished wooden table filling in 
forms. He looks up as the girl enters 
and grins. 


"You're a bit late, mein liebe. The 
Commandant will not be pleased." 


The girl has unfastened her cloak and 
is hanging it on a hook on the wall. 
She is a good-looking brunette of 
perhaps 18 with lustrous shoulder- 
length chestnut hair. She is quite tall 
and could be described as statuesque 
with a full, shapely figure. She is 
wearing a uniform of tight white 
blouse with a black tie, short black 
skirt. white knee-socks and black 
court shoes. On the right sleeve of the 
blouse is a red armband displaying à 
black double-headed eagle emblem. 


She has muttered something to the 
man’s greeting. He has left his papers 
and come over to her. His hands 
taking hold of her shoulders from 
behind. 


"Too snug in bed eh Sophie? With 
lovely warm dreams." 


"Get off. You know I'm late.” 


The hands are sliding over her. 
Lightly fondling her thrusting boobs 
and then one hand running down in 
front. To cup her crotch. She yelps. 


He laughs. ‘Warm dreams of this eh 
Fraulien? Playing with it I bet. What 
you need is nice Oskar in bed with 
you. With his nice big sausage up your 
Fotze. That's what a girl needs on a 
cold night." 


Yelping "Bastard" she has squirmed 
away. Grinning still he pulls her to 
him, this time face to face, her ripe 
boobs hard against his shirt-front. 


"Don't be a silly girl. You know a girl 
needs a friend here. Without a friend 
she has real problems. You know that 
already.” 


Maybe she does know it. But she also 
knows she is late. She pulls away but 
lets the hands linger on her big boobs 
for a few moments before pushing 
them off. ‘I'm late. He'll...” 


She straightens her blouse, then 
strides towards the door which leads 
to the inner room. Oskar walks over 
with her. At the door he takes her 
hand and thrusts it into his bulging 
crotch. 


"Tonight maybe a bit of this, liebchen. 
A nice bit of sausage eh?" 


Sophie pulls her hand away. And 
knocks tentatively on the door. 


This room is decidedly more palatial. 
It is larger, high-ceilinged, its walls 
with head-high walnut half-panelling. 
On the floor is a rich pink-and-blue 
Persian carpet and a wood fire is 
crackling in the splendid stone 
fireplac A number of deep 
armchairs are placed here and there 
round the room and to one side 
large and beautiful oak desk. Behi 
this sits a somewhat sinister figure. He 
has a completely bald head and 
wearing dark glasses. He is dressed in 
a black uniform. 


The girl, Sophie, closes the door 
quietly behind her and marches 
smartly over to the desk. Halting in 
front of it she raises her right arm in a 


Nazi salute, then comes to attention. 
‘Cadet Kleist reporting. Herr 
Commandant.” 


The dark spectacles reflect the fire’s 
flickering flames. ‘Cadet Kleist is late, 
kleine Fraulein. And we cannot have 
n ме?” 

Commandant.’ Her voici 
nervous, her cheeks pinkening. 


*Perhaps we need a reminder, Cadet 
Kleist. As we are a new cadet we mey 


not fully realise what is required. 
Although of course we should ...” 


‘I do Herr Commandant.’ Her voice 
urgent. ‘I do know ... It’s just ...' It's 
just that when the bell sounded she 
didn't get up immediately. Five 
minutes ... 


"Perhaps Fraulein. But I need to be 
sure. So I am taking you in hand 
personally. That will not be a 
hardship: a pretty girl with such a nice 
shape. No.” 


The Commandant is getting to his 
feet. He is quite short — but he doesn't 
need to be tall to be frightening. Not 
with those impenetrable spectacles or 
that somehow very threatening 
smooth and bullet-like head. The girl, 
Sophie, is undoubtedly frightened: it 
shows in her liquid deep-brown eyes. 


"Take down your knickers Cadet 
Kleist. Then clear one end of my 
desk. And get upon it. On your back. 
Holding your legs up in the air.a That 
is one of my favourite pc 
caning a girl. I think they feel it more 
that way. Yes? It is your first time of 
course." 


Her face is darkening as the 
Commandant's words sink in. As her 
mind sees the position he wants. She 
will be shockingly on show. But of 
course there can be no questioning of 
the Commandant's authority. His 
word is law for the young girl cadets. 
Sophie Kleist is new to Schloss 
Elfenberg, this is only her second d 
But she knows that. And obedience is 
what she is here for. To learn 
unthinking obedience. Her cheeks 
are bright red though, and her heart 
seems to be rising in her throat. She 
can't stop that: the feeling of panic. 


“Yes mein Commandant.’ 


Her hands up under the short skirt to 
her brief knickers. Sliding them down 
from her ripe hips. Brief white ones. 
Sliding them down close to her knees. 
And then the desk. Shaking hands 
moving (but with care!) the 
Commandant’s papers, ink stand, 
everything else. Clearing one side. 
Space enough on the polished top for 
her to lie on her back. She hesitates 
for just a moment. And then she is 
climbing up. Trying not to think, to 
close her mind. Up on the desk and on 
her back. Not thinking, lifting her 
legs. Up over her head. Trying not to 
think but of course it is not possible. 
Thinking of what she is showing to the 


Commandant. Her undersides. The 
undersides of her thighs. The ripe 
juncture of thigh and bottom-cheek. 
And what lies snugly at that juncture. 
With its dark and luxuriant bush of 
hair. Trying desperately to close her 
mind to it. Her pussy blatantly on 
display. Her Fotze as the guard Oskar 
crudely called it. Her Fotze here for 
the Herr Commandant to minutely 
examine. 


She gasps. As the Commandant's 
hand comes out and causally runs 
over it. ‘Has Holtzmann been after 
you?’ he asks. ‘Has he been after this? 


Or any of the others?” 


The hand completes its ual 
fondling, then comes away. She gasps 
something Unintelligible. 
Holtzmann is the guard, Oskar. She 
doesn't know all their names yet, the 
other ones. The Commandant doesn't 
seem to want a proper answer to his 
question. He is doing something else 
now. She can't see but he is fetching 
his cane. 

It is not her first caning here but 
certainly the first in this dreadful 
manner. She had one yesterday, that 
was her first, from Leutenant 
Schwolle. But not like this, upside- 
down with her knickers round her 
knees. And her pussy on full show 
Leutenant Schwolle bent her over the 
back of a chair. With her short black 
uniform skirt pulled up but with her 
knickers still in place, not her bottom 
bared. Now in addition to the 
dreadfulness of this position ... it is 
going to be on the bare 


Her desperate eyes see the 
Commandant again. He has come 
back. With now the cane in his hand 
There is still the shock of his hand on 
her most private place —although it is 
scarcely private at the moment 

Guard Holtzmann has grabbed her 
there a couple of times in that joking 
manner of his, and one of the other 
guards too. But through her clothing 
not like that with his hand on the 
warm bare flesh, the actual springy 
brown hair. Only the Commandant. 


The scary face with those glasses 
peering down at her. 'Keep a firm 
hold of your legs Fraulein. I don't 
want you falling all over the pla 
Falling off the desk. Is that 
understood?" 


She gasps an answer. Forget the hand. 
Forget what she is showing him. Just 
concentrate. Holding on. It is herown 
fault really. She should have got up. 
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CRACK ...! 
'Aayyyaaahh/" 


“Don't make that awful racket 
Fraulein. That is not what we expect 
from a Cadet at Elfenberg. I can see 
we may have a bit of work to do here.” 


CRACKKK ...! 
"Nngghh ... aaaagghh.." 


Her cry stifled as she half keeps her 
mouth closed. The pain of the cane is 
absolutely killing. As if her poor 
bottom has been sliced in half. 


‘A little better. But you're writhing 
your bottom. Keep it nice and still." 


CRACKKK ... 
"Nnnggghh .. aaieeeyyaaahhh ...’ 


She can't keep it still. Not with that 
killing pain. She can't take any more, 
she'll just have to drop her legs. Lie 
flat. Roll off the desk. Because she 
can't... 


CRACKKK ...! 


* * * 


The crisp snow crunches under the 
jeep's wheels. Perhaps six inches of 
fresh snow has fallen overnight. It is 
late morning and the courtyard has 
been cleared but out here, outside 
Schloss Elfenberg's tall walls, the 
snow is still pristine and gleaming, 
dazzling in the morning sunshine — 
though presumably not dazzling to 
the Commandant behind those black 
glasses. The jeep is proceeding along 
a track at the rear of the castle 
through a forest of birch and conifer. 
Outside the castle walls but still very 
much in the controlled area: Verboten 
to anyone without the special permit. 


Strictly Verboten because this stretch 
of forest is routinely used for training 
of Schloss Elfenberg's girl cadets: the 
more strenuous and physical aspects 
of their training. 


Cadet Sophie Kleist sitting next to the 
Commandant in the jeep does not 
have dark glasses against the brilliant 
sun and snow and the dazzling light is 
almost blinding. She has her black 
cloak on again and under it the rest of 
her uniform. Her knickers are pulled 
up again, after that horrendous 
caning. She had thought that after 
that, her awful punishment for being 


five minutes late, she would be 
allowed to rejoin the other three new 
recruits. They were all scheduled for a 
gym session this morning with 
Leutenant Schwolle. It might have 
been traumatic but not as 
traumatic as being with the 
Commandant. But that was what he 
had said just before the dreadful 
caning: ‘So I am taking you in hand 
personally ... In the trauma that 
followed she had forgotten those 
words. But he had said it — and here 
she is. Shivering in anticipation of 
whatever is in store for her. 


About a quarter of a mile from the 
castle the Commandant pulls off the 
track into a little clearing. To one side 
of the cleared space is a high pile of 
sawn logs, their outline blurred under 
the heavy white covering. The 
Commandant turns to his companion 
and smiles. 


She tries to produce a smile in return, 
but it is more of a nervous grimace. 
The Commandant's smiles are not 
harbingers of pleasure or fun — or at 
least not for any cadet in receipt of 
them. The Commandant was smiling 
when he had Sophie up on his desk. 
And no doubt was smiling when he 
was intimately feeling her. And 
caning her. No, the Commandant's 
smile is not a welcome item. 


‘Itis a lovely day Cadet Kleist. Yes? A 
very beautiful day." 


“Yes Herr Commandant.’ Though she 
would much rather be in the gym with 
the others. 


"But perhaps Cadet Kleist would 
rather be back in her warm bed still. 
Eh? Snug in her bed." 


‘No Herr Commandant. That w ... 
won't happen again. I won't be late 
again." 


‘Ah, is that so Fraulein? It was only 
that one little lapse. And normally 
Cadet Kleist loves to be up and 
performing her tasks vigorously. To 
make herself fit and strong as an 
Elfenberg cadet should be." 


“Yes. Yes Herr Commandant.’ 
Sophie's voice with a nervous edge. 
Asshe senses that the Commandant is 
leading her along a trecherous and 
unpleasant path. 


“Very good Fraulein. So we will 
demonstrate that. Out here in these 
lovely woods. Yes. We will get out 


then.” He gives her another of his 
frightening smiles, then climbs out of 
the jeep. Sophie has to do likewise. 
Something awful is going to happen 
now, she knows it is. Something as 
awful perhaps as being up on the 
Commandant's desk. She climbs out, 
holding the cloak tight around her. 
The sun is bright but it is not hot, 
there is a chilling wind. And all this 
snow. 


“Good. Now we will have some 
healthy exercise Cadet Kleist. Take 
your things off. Everything except the 
knickers and shoes and socks. Now 
we will see you in vigorous exercise. 
As a strong young German Madchen 
should do every day. Come on. Raus! 


Sophie stifles a horrified protest. All 
her clothes off! In this awful snow and 
cold! She will freeze to death! Perhaps 
the Commandant is joking? But no, 
she knows it is not a joke. 


“Action Cadet Kleist! Girls at 
Elfenberg must obey instantly. That is 
the very first lesson.’ The 
Commandant turns back to the jeep. 
Moments later he is again confronting 
Sophie. Now with that dreadful cane 
in his hand. 


"Perhaps we should have 
completely nude, eh Fraulein?’ 


you 


Sophie bites her lip. She is now 
obediently complying. The long warm 
cloak is off and her hands are at her 
tie. The Commandant's hand comes 
out to squeeze one of her large tits. 
The Commandant of course is in his 
heavy leather coat. 


"Let me see the flesh Cadet Kleist. Let 
us have all that lovely German 
Madchen flesh bare in these lovely 
German woods.” 


Minutes later Sophie is as instructed. 
In only her brief white knckers and 
the knee-socks and her shoes. The red 
Elfenberg armband has been replaced 
on her bare arm. She stands at 
attention in front of the 
Commandant. Trying not to shiver. 
The brisk wind is freezing on her 
warm nude body. 


The opaque glasses eye her. The 
Commandant has seen Sophie nude 
before of course. He sees all new 
recruits individually in his room when 
they first arrive at Schloss Elfenberg 
and for this interview the new cadet 
wears only her black cloak. Which she 
removes to stand nude and at 
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attention in front of 
Commandant. So he ha: Sophie 
Klei body before. Seen these ripe 
hips (seen them also up on his desk 
this morning of course) and her large, 
thrusting boobs. 


Sophie's boobs especially are very 
large but firm, a magnificent pair. 
One of the best pairs of boobs on a 
cadet that the Commandant has ever 
had here at Elfenberg. So at that first 
interview he knew he was going to 
want to give her some personal 


instruction. Personally put her 
through her paces and see her 
excellent body and these marvellous 


tits in action. So her lateness thi 
morning has only been an se. 
Without that there would have been 
something else — or possibly no 
excuse at all. With such a magnificent 
pair of tits. 


She stands immobile, except for a 
little shivering. The long-lashed eyes 
blinking. Her big nipples have 
stiffened up in response to the sudden 
cold. 


*You have a lovely body Cadet Kleist. 
Magnificent. You will be a great 
credit to the cadet corps with a pair 
like that. But only when we have you 


of course. An 
undisciplined girl is not a credit even if 
she does have magnificent ti 


Sophie moistens her lips. She is 
conscious of her nipples sticking out. 
But even more conscious of the fact 
that she is freezing. Standing still, at 
attention, like this is worse than ... 
whatever she is going to have to do. 


The Commandant's hand comes 
and pinches an erect nipple. ‘I 
suppose that Holtzmann is after 
them. Eh? And the other men. After 
these tits. And your Fotze as well of 
course. Eh?" 
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She mumbles a reply, more or less 
affirmative. The Commandanrs 
question is anyway rheloric he 
Knows what the men are like, itis only 
human nature and pointless o try and 
Keep them away from the girls 


Just as long as we have no accidents 
Fraulein, That i the prime 
consideration. The Medical Olficcr 
ill be here tomorrow to sce the new 
cadens. To make sure they are 
protected in that respect. But it is 
Something we must always be alert 
about. Eh Cadet Kleist? ert 


The Commandant's fingers have been 
busily working at both of Sophie's big 

hly geles her 
es his hand away 


“All right, Now some action, eh? 
Running first to get you warmed up. 
After that well see how you are with 
the saw. But running first. Back along 
the track until 1 blow my whistle, then 
turn and come back. At the double. 
Got it liebe 


M is a huge relief to be moving. 
Running. Although the wind is keen 
‘on her bare body at least she can get 
Some movement in her shivering 
limbs. The snow is slippery underfoot 
however. and also Sophies big 
unhaltercd tits jounce alarmingly at 


every stride. She puts her hands to 
them to constrain their wild motion 
‘while continuing to run as hard as she 
Son without slithering on the icy snow 
Running is a relief but it is au like 
hissin the snow with virtually not 


The whistle shrills and she comes to à 
staggering stop. Turns and begins 
running back. Her legs are warming 
up — but ako fatigue ік setting in 
Sophie has only been running for a 
few minutes but she & not fits 
certainly nor for hard running. The 
Commandant, in the distance, shouts, 
No dawdling. Faser. Faster 
Fraulein! 


going to collapse 
айар she has got to keep goin 
The Commandant with his cane.. and 
anyway she can't collapse with no 
clothes on in this freezing snow 

‘Not good enough Cadet Kleist. Not 
half fast enough 


The Commandant is standing over 
her cane in hand. She has made it 
hack but is at the end of her tether, 
hands on knees, her big boobs 
pendant. Feels i shes going to die 


‘Do it again. The same 


back, And run properly this time, not 
holding onto those boobs 


The cane has sliced in across, one 
quivering thigh. Start running Cadet 
Kleist. At once? 


Sophie is not fast enough to forestall a 
second cut across her thigh. But she 
has got the message. Forcing her 
aching legs to move again. Back alo 
the track. Not holding onto her fre 
Swinging tits now. letting them jounce 
“and bounce. She s going to collapse 
She can't go on. But. it iS amazing 
‘what reserves the human body has out 
in the far reiches beyond the pain 
barrier. The body can Keep going, the 
thighs can keep churning even though. 
the brain says is quite imposible 
Out and somehow back again to the 
future in the heavy leather coat and 
the blank glasses. And the cane 


Now once more Fraulein, Once more 
‘out and back. You were reryslowand 
Thall have to cane sou ofcourse. But 
first once more. 


Somehow she does manage it for the 
third. time too. Somehow Sophie's 
numb legs take her out and back for a 
third time, When she stumbles back 
the third time Sophie's legs do at lat 


give way, though, and she collapses in 
the snow. For some long seconds she 
does not have the strength to struggle 
to her feet. And now ... 


But perhaps the Commandant is not a 
complete and outright sadist and 
monster. Because now helping her to 
her feet (while at the same time 
groping at her heavy tits) and giving 
that scary smile again, he does say 
Sophie can have a rest. She can put 
her cloak back on (but not any other 
item of clothing) and they will sit in 
the jeep. And from somewhere in the 
back he produces a vacuum flask of 
strong black coffee. 


With the rest and also this desperately 
welcome coffee Sophie does feel 
better. She has got her breath back, 
though her lungs are still sore from 
frantically gulping in that icy air. Her 
thighs and hamstrings are ‘sore too, 
from the hard running and at times 
slipping and sliding. But she does feel 
better. The Commandant has her 
cloak open and is fondling her nude 
boobs. As a result of his attentions 
Sophie's nipples are soon stiff “and 
erect again. 


The Commandant as he plays with her | with, does it turn her on? Commandant mentions Leutenant 


nipples is talking to Sophie about 
Schloss Elfenberg and its history, its 
traditions which are now the 
Elfenberg Girl Cadet Order inherits. 
It is the same sort of pep talk that he 
gives all new cadets when he has them 
in his room standing nude and at 
attention on their first day, and of 
course Sophie too had the same thing 
yesterday. What a great honour it is 
for a girl to be chosen to join the 
Order. And how therefore a girl must 
strive her very utmost to be worthy of 
the honour. At times the demands on 
her must naturally be harsh and 
testing because that is the only way 
come the strong and fit and 
also perfectly obedient girl that the 
Order requires. 

Sophie says yes she does know all this 
and is very proud to be an Elfenberg 
Cadet. She is feeling better and with 
the Commandant talking to her in this 
way he does not seem such an ogre 
although of course he is still scary. His 
hands at her tits are getting to Sophie 
too. Making her feel good, a little 
aroused perhaps. Sophie’s big boobs 
are very sensitive to the touch. The 
Commandant is going on to talk about 
other matters. Sex in fact. Does 
Sophie like having her boobs played 
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Sophie flushes. She likes having her 
boyfriend play with them of course, 
but now she’s here at Schloss 
Elfenberg she won't be seeing Hans 
for a while. She is not sure she likes 
the Commandant playing with them, 
he is still very s though it is 
certainly a lot better than the cane — 
which he had said she was going to get 
after the running. Flushing, she says 
she doesn’t like just anyone playing 
with them. 


‘Naturally,’ the Commandant agrees 
approvingly. ‘A girl must not be 
promiscuous, not an Elfenberg Cadet 
certainly. But your boyfriend of 
course. And you have full sex with 
him I expect? Intercourse. Or before 
coming to Elfenberg at least. That is 
normal with a normal healthy girl of 
your age — and of course a very 
attractive one too." 


Flushing some more Sophie admits 
she does. Or did. ‘Not really a great 
deal though," she adds. Wishing to 
dispel any notion that she has been 
doing it all the time. 


“Very good. Of course.’ And then the 


Schwolle. Did he perhaps come in to 
see Sophie last night? In that little 
room she been alloted in one of 
the Schlosse's towers. Did Leutenent 
Schwolle come in to have sex with 
her? 


Sophie vigorously shakes her head. 
No. Certainly not. The Commandant 
smiles. Leutenant Schwolle almost 
certainly will. Quite possibly tonight. 
He likes to have all the girls. ‘It is not 
a problem, not once the Medical 
Officer has seen a girl." 


Sophie is rather reeling at this 
information. It is a shock. Perhaps 
Leutenant Schwolle has looked at her 
in that way? Ogling her tits certainly, 
and also he has given them a couple of 
feels. But that doesn't mean ... But 
the Commandant is going on. Talking 
about himself now. He does not have 
an interest in all the girls, not in that 
way. No, only one or two. Special 
ones. Those are the ones he takes an 
especial interest in, the ones he likes 
to have a hand in personally training. 


The Commandant is referring to 
Sophie of course. “Yes our beautiful 
new recruit. Cadet Kleist,” he 
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unblushed as knickers 
come down in the gym. 
study and bedrooms. 


id. A punishment 


confirms. *In spite of her problem in 
being on time on her first morning. 
And not being at the moment at all fit 
for running. I nonetheless find her 
very special with her splendidly 
developed body. And so Cadet Kleist 
although I do not like Leutenant 
Schwolle always have an interest ..." 

The Commandants hand has left 
Sophie's tits. His two hands have gone 
to his trousers. He is unbuttoning the 
fly. And ... pulling something out. It 
is very large. With the Commandant 
being otherwise not of large stature it 
seems to Sophie's startled eyes 
enormous. Sticking stiffly up at her, 
its mushroom head a deep and 
purplish red. She gasps. As the 
Commandant takes her hand. And 
places it on this hot and quivering 
monster. 


‘Yes, a personal interest Fraulein.” 


Head swimming, Sophie does what 
she is clearly meant to do. Which i: 
grip the thick shaft and by working 
her hand up and.down increase the 
organ's already evident excited state. 


And then not too much later there is 
something else. Hearing in her 
agitated head as if from a distance the 
Commandant stating what he now 


wants. And of course doing it. 
Lowering her herad. Her face. Her 
ripe mouth open. Although she 


doesn't think she can, it is simply too 
big. But nonetheless after the 
shortcomings already identified — 
getting up and inadequate fitness — a 
girl must at least do her best. And ... 


In fact she finds she can. Just. Manage 
it. Perhaps her mouth is going to be 
sore afterwards like her legs and 
lungs. From stretching it open this 
wide. But ... she can do it. The 
Commandant is making appreciative 
sounds. And then a sort of strangled 
cry. As the monster goes into 
convulsive action. Sophie thinks she is 
going to choke... 


After this episode it is out of the jeep 
again. Out into the cold and dazzling 
forest. The Commandant, buttoned 


up again of course, is keen to resume 
the training schedule. Sophie has 
performed admirably in the jeep, he 
tells her. First class. But now they 
resume the training. She must take 
her cloak off again, so that once more 
she is in just the brief knickers and 
socks and shoes in the ісу 
temperature. And first of all the cane. 
As already noted. A quick caning on 
account of her poor running. 


She has to stand leaning against the 
bonnet of the jeep with her feet 
spread wide. After being in out of this 
wind and with her cloak round her it is 
just freezing. She is shivering and 
shaking. There is also what she has 
just had to do, that has got Sophie 
shaking as well. Now the cane. It 
seems she is going to keep her 
knickers on, but even so ... 


‘Keep still Fraulein.” 


CRACKKK ...." 


A strangled cry. The pain seems 
worse than up on the desk earlier. She 


wouldn't have thought it was possible 
but it does. Perhaps it is having it out 
here in the freezing snow. But she 
only gets three. There were more than 
that this morning. Sophie doesn’t 
know how many more, she was in too 
much of a state, but there were more. 
Twice as many? So ... She does a brisk 
little dance when he says it is over. It 
could have been worse. 


And now the saw. Which the 
Commandant referred to earlier. 
That big pile of snow-covered logs. 
Sophie is to do some sawing, cutting 
them into smaller lengths. It is hard 
work, he tells her. Men's work but the 
kind of work which Elfenberg Girl 
Cadets are able to undertake because 
they are fit and strong. The 
Commandant — sque Sophie's 
bottom, which minutes earlier he has 
been energetically caning. 


“We will see how strong and fit you are 
at the sawing, cadet Kleist. Better I 
hope than the running. Otherwise my 
cane is going to be in action again. 
Yes? 


He has produced a large bow saw 
from the back of the jeep. Sophie has 
to start. She takes the saw which is 
heavy and with a frightening-looking 
jagged-toothed blade. The thought of 
this blade in conjunction with her own 
nude and unprotected soft flesh sends 
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a sickening shiver through her. She 
looks at the logs. They are a varying 
thicknesses — but some are massive: 
thick  tree-trunks. She couldn't 
possibly saw through those. She has 
anyway never done any log sawing, 
perhaps she won't even be able to 
manage the thinner ones. She gives 
the Commandant a quick glance 
Sophie wants to say she can't ... but 
she knows where that will get her. It 
will no doubt get her another caning. 
And the order to do it anyway. 


Sophie moves tentatively towards the 
log pile. She is still in only her 
knickers of course, her big boobs that 
the Commandant so much admires 
bare and jiggling. Her boobs and alal 
the rest of her are also freezing. Doing 
something, sawing, should at least 
warm her a bit. If she can manage it. 
But how ... She selects a small one 
from the end of the pile and places it 
on the top. The pile is about waist 
high which is a convenient height for 
sawing. So holding the snow- 
covered log with one hand she begins. 
Itis difficult to make the blade bite in. 
She increases her effort. Sophie's 
semi-pendant tits sway vigorously 
ith her arm movement. Her ripe- 


cheeked bottom too, in the brief little 
knickers, is in vigorous rhythmic 
motion. 


It is very hard work, but she is getting 
somewhere. The blade is biting in 
And she is also getting warmed up, 
not quite so freezing. Sophie keeps 
going, though her arm is now 
beginning to ache. But she is getting 
there. Yes. The saw blade is at last 
through. 


"That was only a child's one,’ the 
Commandant, who has been 
watching intently (in particular 
Sophie’s bottom and tits), tells her. 
‘Now this one.’ He is pointing to one 
of the thickest trunk sections in the 
pile. 


‘Noo .. ооо ...' she automatically 
protests. And gets a sharp reminder 
from the cane. Elfenberg Cadets 
don't say no when they are told to do 
something. ‘Begin’ the Commandant 
growls. 

Sophie can't get anywhere with it. She 
eventually manages to push it into a 
position where she can get the saw at 
it, but ... it is simply too thick. Much 
too thick. She doesn’t have the 


strength in her arm to make any 
impression. She could stay all day at it 
but it is clear she will get nowhere at 
all. She keeps trying, big boobs 
heaving with her desperate efforts. 
Tears of desperation now in her eyes. 
The Commandant eventually smacks 
her bottom and tells her to stop. 


‘No good. Hopeless. So what do we 
need Cadet Kleist?” 


Her arm is killing her now, her lungs 
gasping for breath. "The ... с.. cane .. 
Herr Commandant.’ 


“Good. And take your knickers off 
this time. Then bend over there.' He 
is indicating the log Sophie has been 
desperately sawing at. 


So Sophie gets the cane again. On the 
bare this time and also more: Five. 
And after that she has to have another 
go at the logs. A half-sized one this 
time but she still can't get anywhere 
with it. For one thing her arm is 
fatigued now, she could probably no 
longer even saw the thin one. After a 
while the Commandant tells her to 
stop. 
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Back inthe jeep and with her cloak on 
again, but nothing che, de 
Commandant docs not seem tao 
displeased with her, Sophie Kleist i 
alter all a raw and untrained recruit 
and her lovely body has not had the 
benefit of training. Intensive hard 
training will toughen her up, and she 
does have a lovely body. So the 
Commandant is not too displeased 
He is indeed aroused again by her 
lovely dose proximity. As he 
demonstrates, Ву unfastening his fis. 
again. Yes, the monster is there 
Eager for action. For а repeat 
performance. Eager to be taken over 
the high jump again 


Sophie is ready. Recovered 
Somewhat from her desperate efforts 
She is ready to do what i required of 
her. Teis after all the Commandant. It 
is an honour to be singled out to 
provide such a service, even if he i 
Scary. He is the Commandant of 
Schloss Elfenberg and the Elfenberg 
Order of Girl Cadets. Sø she is ready 
Bringing her head dutifully down. 
Licking first to ease its entrance. And 
then taking it in her wide-stretched 
mouth: 


Back inside the castle the 
Commandant takes Sophic into the 
Shower room. 


A girl can have a steaming hot shower 
after being outside in the snow al 
morning. in the shower room and 
вана sed arc the other two 
new recruits, Liese and Diana 
Leutenant Schwolle is with them. 
Liese and Diana come rapidly to 
attention on seeing the Commandant 
And salute’ Sophie aho salutes 
Leutenant Scwolle. She hopes her 
eyes do not betray what the 
Commandant has told her: that the 
Leutenant likes to have all the giris 
Have sex. Is that true? And could he 
possibly have gone in to either of the 
thor two last night? Into their little 
тоот which are in the same tower as 
hers. They are both very nice-looking 
of course, the Ellenberg Order is only 
interested in prety girls with nice 
shapes. Though they don't have as big 
boobs as Sophie does. 


The Commandant and Leutenant 
Schwolle discuss something over in 
the comer of the room and then the 
Leutenant goes out with Liese and 
Diana. Sophie would like to have a 
word with them: to compare notes 
Although she won't want to tell all 


DAYS AND NIGHTS AT 


The dark green transit bearing 
military insignia pulls off the dusty 
lane into a Tarmaced layby which has 
been cut into the woods that extend 
on all sides. At one end ofthe Tarmac 
area is a drab wooden buailding and 
the transit draws to a halt in front of 
this. A girl's or young woman's face 
can be seen looking out of the side 
passenger window. Then the door 
opens and she is getting out. She is 
wearing a sort of sailor suit 


She is a tall, very attractive girl with 
pale auburn hair and a striking figure. 
The latter is particularly obvious in 
the sailor outfit for this includes very 
brief white shorts which leave the 


whole length of her long and shapely 
legs bare. With the white shorts 
which have a blue stripe down either 
side there is a white tunic and a broad 
blue sailor collar. Her auburn hair is 
neatly pinned up on her head and is 
largely concealed under a blue sailor 
beret which has a red pom-p-om on 
top. The outfit is completed with 
white ankle socks and black patent 
leather shoes. 


This girl with the long legs and brief 
tight shorts climbs from the transit 
and walks round to its rear door. She 
opens this and leans inside, thereby 
providing a splendid view of a most 
enticing rear, for the already tight 


shorts are now in this bent-over 
position stretched like the skin of a 
druma over the ripe cheeks of her 
bottom. A close observer can see 
that there can be nothing under the 
drum-tight material except of course 
the girl's bottom. No knickers 
certainly. 


And indeed there is now such a close 
observer, for alerted no doubt by the 
van's arrival a man has appeared 
from the building. Walking over to the 
rear of the van where the girl is 
bending inside, her bottom thrust out 
like some ripe offering. The man not 
only observes but touches. His hand 
comes out and takes hold of the as- 


it-were proffered bottom. An intimate 
hold, cupping one cheek. The girl 
does not jerk up or yell or otherwise 
violently react to the hand's 
presence. There is a little gasp of 
inevitable surprise but nothing more. 
Either she welcomes or is content 
with this intimate approach or she 
has been trained to accept it, 
welcome or not. 


The man with the hand is dressed in 
black sweater and trousers and 
would be fortyish. He is saying 
something to the girl in quite 
conversational tones in addition to 
holding her bottom. The hand moves 
down from the shorts-covered cheek 
of her rear to the soft bare underside 
of the near upper thigh. He strokes 
this in a thoughtful manner while the 
girl continues leaning inside the van. 
Arranging something in there 
perhaps. Then the man steps back 
and the girl comes out. She 
straightens up, pink-faced from 
bending (or could it be from the 
man's attentions to her bottom and 
under-thigh? (or could it be from the 
man's attentions to her bottom and 
under-thigh?). Her blue-green eyes 
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Activities 


flicker at the man and then she 
comes to an attention position, the 
black patent shoes smartly together. 
She gives a salute. 

Her arm comes down but she 
remains standing at attention. The 
man says something and she replies. 
His hand comes out again, this time 
to the front of hertunic. To her boobs. 
And one can now see again what we 
could have observed as she walked 
round the vehicle: that in addition to 
her enticing bottom and lovely long 
legs this red-headed girl has an 
equally impressive bust. Full and 
thrusting out the front of the white 
tunic, quite possibly 38-inch C or D 
cup. Not that there is any C or D cup 
at this moment because there is no 
bra or anything else under the tunic. 
The man hefts one of the impressive 
and unbrarriered glands. In its 
unharnessed state it is slightly 
pendulous under the tightish top. 
She remains at attention, accepting 
what the man is doing as if it is part of 
a normal inspection routine. 


Now a second man appears. It is the 
driver of the van. Until now he has 
remained in the vehicle filling in his 
log or something but now he has 
alighted and joins the two at the rear. 
He casually greets the man from the 
building who is fondling the girl's 
boobs. The driver is similarly dressed 
in black sweater and trousers but 
would be older, fifty perhaps. The 
two men enchange a few relaxed 
words, the man from the building 
now stepping away from the girl. He 
is apparently called Stan and the 
driver Ron. After some further chat 
Stan goes to the rear of the vehicle, 
bending in as the girl did earlier but 
unlike her straightening up almost 
immediately. When he does he has a 
grey army-type blanked in his hands. 


The girl is now standing at ease as 
the men have a few final words. 
Finally Stan says 'OK' to her and the 
two of them, walk off. Stan and the 
girl across the sun-warmed Tarmac 
to the wood. And we can now 
perhaps see the beginning of a track 
where they are heading. A track into 
the wood. They go in and disappear 
from sight. Ron the driver has 
followed them with his eyes but now 
turns back to the cab of the van. 
Reaching in he finds a cigarette and 
lights up. 


Further along the lane, about half a 
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mile and approximately 100 yards 
before it reaches the road, access is 
barred by a barbed-wire-entangled 
gate which is closed with a heavy 
padlock. A black-and-white painted 
sign at the side says: MINISTRY OF 
HOME AFFAIRS: STRICTLY 
PRIVATE. The lane extends for 
approximately a mile in the other 
direction from the transit (more or 
less due west) to end at large and 
ornate iron gates which are also 
heavily padlocked. 


On the brick gate pillar is a faded 
plate which says: RAYFIELD 
GRANGE. Below this is a newer 
black-and-white painted sign which 
again announces: MINISTRY OF 
HOME AFFAIRS: STRICTLY 
PRIVATE, but this sign also has 
underneath: GOVERNMENT 
INVESTIGATIVE INSTITUTE. 
Rayfield Grange is surrounded by a 
high brick wall extending in either 
direction from the main gate. There is 
also a smaller entrance at the rear 
approached by a lane from the west. 
This gate and also the other end of its 
lane before it reaches the road are 
barred to the public in the same way 
as the main approach. 


Ron the driver of the transit is now 
half an hour after we earlier saw him 
on this sunny May afternoon sitting in 
the vehicle with the windows open to 
get a little breeze and reading his 
newspaper. Stan and the girl are in a 
clearing in the woods some 200 
years in along the track from where 
we saw them disappear. A secluded 
clearing in these leafy green mostly- 
oak woods whose silence is broken 
only by intermittent birdsong. 


Stan and the girl have been here for 
the last half hour. During this time the 
girl has been put through a series of 
physical exercises. The grey blanket 
has been spread for this purpose on 
the grassy sward in the sunny centre 
of the clearing. At this moment she is 
doing press-ups on the centre of the 
blanket. Stan is sitting to the side. 


The girl is still wearing the sailor 
uniform but not all of it. Her beret has 
been removed so that now the whole 
of her pinned-up pale auburn hair is 
revealed. Also her shorts have been 
removed, and the black patent 
leather shoes. So as she does the 
press-ups she is in only the waist- 
length tunic and sailor collar plus her 


white ankle socks. Her bottom in 
particular is now bare, in addition to 
the long and shapely legs that were 
on display earlier. The press-ups are 
being performed with her feet some 
20-odd inches apart. 


She is on the sixth repetition of the 
present set and is definitely 
struggling. Her arms are trembling as 
she strains to come up on number 
Six. Her face is red and she is making 
desperate gasping sounds. She . 
finally manages with a great effort to 
straighten her arms. Then it is 
number seven. She lowers herself 
unsteadily to the blanket. This time 
she can't get up again. Halfway up 
with even more anguished squeals 
and gasps but no further. She falls 
back on her face, her front. 


Stan slides closer to her. His hand 
goes to her bare bottom. The flat of 
his hand jiggling the jelly-like mass of 
one soft gluteus maximus. 


‘You'll have to do better than that 
Arlene. Only six! You at least 
managed eight last time, not that 
that's anything to shout about. But 
six! | think you're going to need that 
Switch again. Eh? On this lovely 
bum." 

Stan gives her bare bottom a 
sharpish slap. And now we perhaps 
see something we may have missed 
initially, with eyes naturally focussed 
on the girls — Arlene it seems — 
splendid bared bottom, not to 
mention what is revealed by her 
spread-legged posture : a swatch of 
red hair and from the right angle quite 
a lot of intimate female anatomical 
detail. Yes what can be seen at 
Stan's side next to the blanket. A 
Switch. A springy stick freshly cut 
from a coppiced hazel. 


Some three foot in length and as 
thick as a man's little finger, it could 
clearly deliver a most painful 
thwappp! Across a girls bare 
bottom. As indeed it evidently has. 
Because on closer inspection the 
bright red marks can be seen across 
the meatiest swell of the girl's rump, 
three of them quite distinctly, 
possibly also a fourth. 
Unquestionably she had been 
Switched here in this clearing in the 
last half hour. 


* couldn't do any more,' she gasps. 
‘M .. M... My arms wouldn't...’ 


‘Well come on then.’ Stan is getting 


to his feet. ‘Get up and bend over.’ 


She stuggles to her feet. Bends over, 
with her feet spread wide. Reaching 
down to grip her ankles; the drill, and 
the position, is clearly familiar to her. 
Stan has the switch in his hand. 
Arlene holds her breath, clenching 
the cheeks of her bottom against the 
imminent impact. 


‘Don’t clench.’ The switch taps her 
tautened rump. ‘Loosen it up, you've 
got to feel it properly.’ 


Whimpering she  relaxes her 
buttocks. The switch swishes back 
and then forward. There is the 
succulent splattt! of whippy hazel 
against soft flesh. 


The girl's sharp cry ... 


Lower Raybourne is the nearest 
village to Rayfield Grange. It is a 
pretty and unspoilt hamlet typical of 
this part of southern England (or 


typical of how it more generally was 
in the past). It has a church, a village 
shop-cum-post office, a garage/ 
petrol station and that is about it. It 
has perhaps 50 inhabitants. Those of 
working age will be employed to a 
certain extent on the land but more 
generally in the nearby towns (there 
are two within a radius of 20 miles). 
This will exclude of course girls and 
young women between the ages of 
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18 and 25 who since the Government 
took over Rayfield Grange to set up 
the Special Study Unit are engaged 
there during the working day and also 
boarded there for longer periods. 


The Special Study involves young 
women from two other villages in 
addition to Lower Raybourne: Upper 
Raybourne and Middleham. These 
are both also in the close vicinity of 


Rayfield Grange. At any one time 
approximately 50 per cent of Study 
subjects will be on day detail and the 
others boarding for periods ranging 
from one night to five or six, 
depending on Study schedules. Day 
detailees are collected from their 
homes by transit at about 7.30 am 
and normally returned at 6 pm. They 
wear their own clothes to and from 
the Grange, changing into/out of 


uniform on arrival and departure. 


Kevin Muslade (19) lives in Lower 
Raybourne and has a job in a travel 
agency in the town of Westling 18 
miles to the north. At this moment, 
just before three o'clock in the 
afternoon Kevin, sitting at his desk, is 
thinking about his girlfriend. As 
young men will at times when they no 
doubt should be concentrating on 
their work. Thinking with pleasure of 
her lovely body. Thinking of this 
evening when he will see her and they 
will drive out somewhere in the 
country in his car. Possibly she just 
might allow him the supreme 
pleasure of full sexual intercourse but 
he certainly can't rely on this as she 
doesn't think they should do it before 
they are married. But she just might 
agree, depending on her mood. 
Otherwise there 'is at least a very 
good chance that she can be 
persuaded to take her knickers off. 
And he will be able to get his hand up 
between her legs. At her cunt. Which 
in response to his fingers will rapidly 
become excitingly wet. 


Kevin has got an erection as his 


thoughts have run on and he shifts in 
his seat to ease the tightness in his 
trousers. He thinks vaguely of going 
out to the toilet to masturbate but he 
can't very well walk out in his present 
state in front of Mrs Mawling, his 
boss. No he will save it for this 
evening. When he will probably be 
able to persuade another hand, asoft 
female hand, to do it for him. 


Kevin has his thoughts hotly on his 
girlfriend but she is not at this 
moment thinking of him. Kevin’s 
girlfriend also lives in Lover 
Raybourne and being 18 she is 
naturally on the Special Study at 
Rayfield Grange. She has been since 
her eigtheenth birthday last 
November. Kevin’s girlfriend is not 
thinking about him because she has 
other things on her mind. She is at 
present in a sunny clearing in the 
wood on the east side of Rayfield 
Grange estate. She is running on the 
spot. On a grey blanket. In her white- 
socked feet. Under the direction of 
one of the Rayfield Grange Staff. One 
of the Instructors. His name is 
Stanley Maver. Kevin's girlfriend's 
name is Arlene Ringford. 


What Arlene has most on her mind at 
the moment is the switch in Mr 
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Marver's hand. It is being used to 
keep her going. To keep her running 
at a brisk pace while at the same time 
ensuring that her knee-lift stays high. 
‘Higher! Get the knees up!’ as Mr 
Marver urges her once again. 
Switching the switch sharply in 
across one now somewhat wobbly 
flank. 


Arlene has been doing the running 
exercise for maybe five minutes and 
exhaustion is setting in. As it did 
earlier with, successively, the deep 
knee bends; the  upside-down 
cycling; the frog-jumps; and all the 
rest. And when exhaustion sets in 
and her body fails to respond 
properly ... Mr Marver brings the 
Switch into action. The exercises are 
after all intended to push the 
exerciser into the exhaustion barrier. 
So that the exhaustion barrier will 
gradually be pushed further back. 
That is the theory. 2 

Arlene is still dressed as we left her 
when she was bending over and 
grasping her ankles to receive Mr 
Marver's switch following the press- 
ups. Still in tunic and sailor collar and 
the ankle socks. So that her bottom is 
both free and unimpeded for 
exercise and bare and available for 
the switch. Exercise sessions at 
Rayfield Grange are generally 
performed in this manner with the 
uniform shorts off. 


Kevnin Muslade does not know any 
of this of course. He does not know 
as he sits at his desk with his hot 
thoughts of Arlene and 
surreptitiously fondling his erection 
that she is right now being exercised 
in this manner. He has no idea. As 
friends or relatives of any other 
Rayfield Grange trainees equally 
have no idea. 


Because the business of Rayfield 
Grange is highly confidential. 
Category Alpha. Therefore those 
recruited for the study are strictly 
forbidden to talk to anyone of it. This 
does mean anyone. Thus young 
married women (and naturally there 
are some in the 18 to 25 age 
category) may not reveal any aspect 
of the Special Study Project to their 
husbands. This ban, in the context 
that the average individual (perhaps 
especially the female individual) can 
otherwise be irresolute, unreliable, is 
reinforced with a number of 
psychological techniques. Such as 
lie detector testing, aversion therapy, 
etc. These techniques are nowadays 
sufficiently advanced as to be highly 
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effective. 


At the same time recruits are advised 
of general misinformation replies 
which can be used to divert 
questioning (generally on the lines 
that Rayfield Grange is concerned 
with the study of women’s place in 
society and related matters). But the 
bottom line is that it is а! 
Confidential. Strictly Confidential. 
Every sensible person understands 
that concept nowadays. It is 
something all reasonable persons 
accept. 


Kevin Muslade therefore knows 
nothing of what is taking place at this 
moment. Or earlier today, or what is 
yet to come before Arlene Ringford is 
brought back to Lower Raybourne 
dressed in the blouse and skirt and 
light coat she had on when picked up 
this morning. Or yesterday, or the day 
before. Or last week. This week 
Arlene is a day detailee but last week 
she was on a boarding detail. Three 
nights. Kevin of course only knows 


that Arlene was required to stay at 
Reyfield Grange for the three nights, 
as now and then she has to like other 
trainees. But that is all he knows. He 
doesn't know ... anything else. That 
the male staff, the Instructors, at 
Rayfield Grange need to be kept 
content, their morale kept high. Not 
that it should be otherwise with 16 
attractive young women on their 
hands each day. But nights ... Males 
need something at nights as well. Do 
they not? 

The top management at Rayfield 
Grange is prepared to turn a blind eye 
to what may go on on night details. It 
is not seen as a problem. Certain 
events may be unscheduled. But 
they can be regarded as extra 
training for the trainees. 


Four o'clock. Kevin is dealing with a 
customer. Fortunately before this 
person entered the shop Kevin had 
got his mind off Arlene. He was no 
longer in a state of arousal, his penis 
throbbingly erect as it was earlier, so 
he was able to get to his feet without 
embarrassment. 


At four o'clock the session in the 
clearing in the wood, Arlene's 
exercise session, has just finished. 
She is walking back along the track 
closely followed by Stan Marver. 
Stan carries the blanket and the 
Switch. Arlene is carrying her shorts. 
She has the beret and her black court 
Shoes on again but not her shorts. 
Her bottom is still bare, the ripe 
cheeks jiggling rhythmically, 
provocatively, as she walks. Stan has 
both the blanket and the switch 
under his left arm so that his right 
hand is free. He is walking very close 
behind Arlene and his hand is playing 
with her bare bottom. Now and then 
he makes a jokey comment. 


Arlene speaks if an answer is 
required to the jokey remark from 
close behind her but her words are 
brief, numb-sounding. A hard 
session on the blanket can have that 
effect, numbing the responses. 


Ron the driver has been taking a nap 
in the van but is awake again as they 
approach. He gets out. Thetwo men 
speak. Ron grins, then looks at his 
watch. 


'Plenty of time," Stan says. ‘No 
problem.’ Then to the girl, ‘Eh 
Arlene? No problem.’ 


She doesn't answer. Ron grins again. 
‘ok,’ he says. 


They walk over to the wooden 
building and enter. Into an office-type 
room with a desk on which is the 
usual office paraphernalia. There are 
anumber of cheap looking chairs and 
Ron and Stan sit down. ‘Come on 
then,’ Ron says. 


Arlene doesn’t argue. Of course not. 
She knows that Ron as a driver rather 
than an Instructor is not supposed to 
touch her but when you have been at 
Rayfield Grange for almost a year you 
know that that is neither here nor 
there. It doesn’t take that long to 
learn that complaining, trying to 
report anyone, doesn’t help you. You 
learn that the first time you try it. 


Arlene steps forward and lowers 
herself over Ron's lap. His hands at 
her bare bottom and her upper body 
manoever her into position so that 
her hips are nicely across his lap. He 


makes a face at Stan. ‘Aaaahh.. That 
feels nice.’ 


He is getting an erection and the 
warm weight of Arlene’s body is 
bearing down on it. His hand jiggles 
her ripe bottom. ‘Lovely ...’ 

Then he begins spanking. Crisp hard 
smacks. Stan watches, enjoying the 
spectacle: Arlene’s lovely bum over 
Ron’s lap and the hand splatting 
down. Leaning back in his chair he 
rubs his own erection Arlene is 
making little grunting sounds. The 
spanking continues in this smallish 
room which without air-conditioning 
is hot and stuffy on the warm 
afternoon. Ron grins again at Stan. 
His face is red, perspiring a little. 
‘Lovely,’ he says again. 


Stan looks at his watch. His hand 
again going to his bulging crotch. 
There is no great hurry, she is not due 
back in the main building just yet. 
There is time ... for a bit more 
enjoyment. 


‘That'll do,’ he tells Ron. ‘For the 
moment. Get her up. Come here 
darling.’ He is spreading his legs 
apart. His hand rubbing along the zip 
of his black trousers. ‘Come оп.” 


Arlene is getting to her feet. Standing 
somewhat wobbly on her long legs 
after this unscheduled session over 
Ron’s lap. Looking at Stan and 
seeing what he wants. Again it is not 
something strictly on the schedule; 
not at all on the schedule in fact. But 
that does not alter the situation. It 
does not mean she would be advised 
to refuse. 


‘Come on,’ Stan says. ‘You know you 
like it. | bet you give that boyfriend 
plenty of it. come on, you've really 
got me turned on. And then our Mr 
Burtway here, he’d like it afterwards. 
Eh Ron?’ 


Arlene doesn’t say anything. Just 
steps forward. To get down between 
Stan’s spread thighs. Her shaky 
hands unbuckling his belt and then 
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tugging down the zipper. Ron 
watching intently, the fumbling 
hands and the auburn head with the 
beret still in place, licks his lips. 


Later in the afternoon. We are in a 
bathroom plush but at the same time 
old-fashioned, as one might expect 
to find in an old but substantial 
English country house. If we look out 
of the window we see we are on the 
main upstairs floor looking out into 


pleasant and spacious grounds. The 
grounds in fact of Rayfield Grange. 
But we are probably not looking out 
of the window. We will be looking at 
the bathroom’s sole occupant. It is 
the red-haired girl again. Arlene 
Ringford. 


Arlene is not now wearing the sailor 
collar, orthe blue beret with red pom- 
pom. Her uncovered hair looks 
bedraggled. She has on the white 
blue-striped shorts still and a white 
top but the shorts especially are 


liberally covered with mud. As are 
Arlene’s long and shapely bare legs. 
She has on the white ankle socks but 
no shoes and the socks too are 
clotted with mud. Arlene is red-faced 
and breathing heavily. 


Arlene appears like this, mud- 


splattered and gasping for breath, 
because she has just been forahard 
run. A two-mile run through part of 
the Rayfield Grange estate which 
takes in a stretch of swampy stream. 
Young women on the Special Study 
are required to do the run three times 


per week as part of their training. 
They are set standards which 
become progressively more difficult 
with succeeding weeks. Their fitness 
is supposed to likewise progressively 
improve of course so that relatively 
speaking the run does not become 
more difficult. But the standards 
assume a very considerable rate of 
fitness improvement which even with 
Rayfield Grange's demanding 
regime is not usually achieved. So 
frequently the standards cannot be 
met. In this case there are naturally 
penalties. Punishments. 


As Arlene stands trying to catch her 
breath as Instructor enters the 
bathroom. It is not Stanley Marver 
who had Arlene earlier this afternoon, 
this one is called Mr Derlent. Arthur 
Derlent. He is of course in the black 
sweater and trousers worn by all 
male staff at Rayfield Grange. 
Following Arlene’s session with Mr 
Marver out in the wood she was 
brought back by the driver and 
handed over to Arthur Derlent who 
has supervised her run. And it is Mr. 
Derlent who will deal with the fact 
that Arlene was several minutes 
outside her scheduled time. This is 
why Arthur Derlent is now carrying a 
cane. 


The cane is not for immediate use 
however. Arlene must first clean up, 
in the shower. She gives Mr Derlent — 
and the cane — a quick nervous 
glance and, lung still heaving, begins 
to strip off. Her top first is pulled off 
over her head. Underneath this 
Arlene is seen to be now wearing a 
black bra, whereas earlier she had no 
underwear of any description under 
her shorts and top. She is still not 
wearing knickers but a bra is allowed 
at the discretion of a girl's Instructor 
for running only. For a girl like Arlene 
possessing larger than average 
breasts a bra will normally be allowed 
so that the large and heavy 
mammaries do not in their excessive 
movement constitute too great an 
impediment when running. At all 
other time however a young 
woman's mammaries, whatever their 
Size, must be free and unsupported 
under her top. For certain schedules 
of course there will be no top and a 
girl will be nude to the waist. 


Arlene's top is off and then it is the 
bra to follow. The large beasts are 
bared, sagging slightly in their heavy 
and unsupported weight, their 
nipples big and semi-erect. Arthur 
Derlent has placed his cane against 
the wall so as to have both hands free 
and grinning reaches for the 
quivering globes. His hand round 
Arlene from behind, under her arms, 
while takiang care not to get mud on 
himself from her legs and shorts. 
Taking a big boob in each hand, 
jiggling them. 


‘I suppose having to carry these big 
things round adds a few minutes to 
your time Arlene. But it's allowed for 
in your target time. These big tits are 
no excuse you know.” 

Arlene doesn't answer. There is no 
answer, she knows she is going to be 
caned. She stands allowing the 
Instructor to play with her boobs, his 
fingers working at the big nipples. 
Waiting until he finally stops and lets 
go of her before, numbly, she 
continues stripping off. The shorts 
which are plastered to her bottom 
and flanks with water and mud. Her 
hands at the belt buckle and then 
slipping them down. Arthur Derlent is 
at her hot bare bottom as she bends 
to remove the muddy socks. Her 
hands at her bottom ... One hand in 
between her legs at her cunt. 


‘How does this feel after a nice fun 
Arlene. All hot and steamy?” 


Perhaps Mr Derlent feels like an 
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extended bout of messing around 
with her, no doubt Arlene's now nude 
body stimulate this desire, but she 
has a timetable that has to be kept to. 
Arlene has to get to her next 
appointment and she has yet to have 
her shower and then be caned. She 
was a little late in being delivered to 
him for her run. Yes he'll definitely 
have to have a word with Stanley 
Marver about that. Indulging himself 
no doubt and running over time. If 
everyone did that ... 


So Arthur Derlent, conscious of the 
time and not wishing to have to hurry 
himself unduly in the main item on the 
agenda which is giving Arlene her 
caning for the slow run, lets go of her. 
She steps into the shower stall. 
Gasps as the steaming hot water, 
drumming against her nude flesh, 
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drenches her. Mr Derlent hands her 
the soap ... and at the risk of getting 
his sweater sleeve wet reaches to 
sharply pinch a slippery-wet bottom- 
cheek. 


Arlene is caned nude, first bending 
over the side of the bath and then on 
hands and knees on the bathroom 
floor. It is a spacious bathroom and 
there is plenty of room to swing a 
cane. Arlene has been quickly dried 
with Mr Derlent's assistance and 
body is hot and glowing. All the nerve 
endings under Arlene's silky skin are 
hot and glowing and ultra-sensitised. 
A caning at this time, directly after a 
hot shower or bath, is always an extra 
ordeal, a supreme ordeal. At each cut 
of the cane those aroused nerve 
endings in a girl's bottom simply 
scream out. Their maddened, 


Screams jangle like sprung wire in her 
head. She has been cut in two . 


The business of Rayfield Grange 
continues in the afternoon sunshine 
of this delightful May day. It is just 
after five o'clock as Arlene is caned in 
the bathroom. About one hour to go 
therefore before those on day detail 


will have completed today's 
Schedules and go to change from the 
Special Study uniform back into their 
own clothes. Time for one more 
Schedule before they can, no doubt 
gratefully, do this. 


Arlene when she has had her caning 
and has put on a clean outfit will have 
a classroom schedule. Similar to the 
one which is now almost finished in 


the tutorial room immediately below 
the Bathroom in which Arne is now 
n her hands and knees. It has a 
blackboard and a couple of desks 
and chairs. There is also a wooden 
rather ike a sawing horse. At 

his moment a young woman is 
ending over the trestle, her brunette 
Xd her hands gripping the legs 

‘wn legs are 


Sor outfit but 
removed. This of 
she's about to be caned. 


The young woman's name is Jane 
Linbury. She s 22 and has been 
mares for two years. Her young 
husband, СИ! works atthe garage at 


in fact on the first d 
three-day boarding detal and. 
therefore be getting changed and 
going home at six. Husband Cif is 
Boing to have three nights without 
Ror ‘three nights of denial of his 
al conjugal pleasures. But a 


Zen. especialy a young one, 


annot argue against the temporary 
denial of sensual gratification when 
the State's interests are concerned 
Certainly he wil be well advised not 
D 


the blackboard and the result at the 
fend of this has been, as usual, the 
instruction to get over the horse 
Jane naturally does nat argue but 
obediently takes her shorts down 


and off and also removes her beret, 
placing it on a desk. Then stands at 
attention, salutes, and steps forward 
to the horse. 


In the room next door with the 
afternoon sun flooding in through its 
large picture window, another girl is 
standing at attention in front of her 
Instructor. She has on the sailor 
collar and beret and at the moment 
her shorts, plus ankle socks and 
black shoes, but her tunic has been 
removed. As she is not about to start, 
nor has she just finished, a running 
detail she has no bra on either and 
her large but firm boobs are nude. 
(They are not a big as Arlene 
Ringford’s, though, and would be 
regarded as no more than borderline 
as far as being allowed a bra for 
running is concerned.) 


This girl is called Susan Arnette (aged 
20, unmarried, with a boyfriend 
called Steve Matchell, also 20). As we 
watch her Instructor gives an order 
and she begins to remove her shorts. 


There are 16 young women involved 
in the Special Study at Rayfield 


Grange at Present. This is the current 
total of young women in the 18 to 25 
age group in the three local villages. 
These 16 will at this moment all be 
with their Instructors, or possible with 
one of the drivers, either here in the 
big house or out in some part of the 
Rayfield Grange estate. They will all 
be engaged in some schedule of their 
training, physical mostly but also 
some classwork. (In point of fact they 
could, as we have seen, be 
incidentally involved in gratifying an 
Instructor in some way. The Study 
controllers are aware of this aspect 
but turn a blind eye; it can all be 
regarded as training.) 


The purpose of the Special Study at 
Rayfield Grange is quite simply to 
observe the effect of improving the 
general physical fitness of a control 
group of typical young women of 
prime reproductive age. 

To monitor their progress, as they are 
paut through their daily and 
sometimes also nightly routines, 


each girl is given a full medical 
examination and subjected to a 
wide-ranging series of physical tests 


once a week in Rayfield Grange's 
sophisticated medical wing. 
However the real test for a young 
female of reproductive age is of 
course her reproductive 
performance. She will therefore also 
be tested on this, at the termination 
of her time on the Study. She will at 
that time be mated with a selected 
male (naturally not her husband or 
boyfriend etc for that could not 
constitute a controlled test). She will 
have intercourse with the selected 
male until she is pregnant. Until this 
time, of course, all young women on 
the Study take contraceptive pills to 
ensure they do not get pregnant as a 
result of intercourse with husbands 
of boyfriends, or with Instructors (or 
drivers etc) at Rayfield Grange. 


Early in the planning of the project it 
was decided, primarily at the 
instigation of certain members of the 
consultative committee who had 
army or military backgrounds, that 
the Study would be run on quasi- 
military lines and that the participants 
would wear a uniform. The nautical 
slant of this was the result of lobbying 
by an influential ex-naval member, 
Rear Admiral X. Admiral X has 


continued to take a very active 
interest in the Study and is a regular 
visitor to Rayfield Grange. On these 
visits he always makes a point of 
having private interviews with 
selected participants, in the suite 
(sitting room, bedroom, bathroom) 
set aside for visiting VIPS. 


At six o'clock the dark green transits 
with their military insignia leave 
Rayfield Grange for the surrounding 
villages. Out through first the 
imposing Victorian gates and then at 
the end ofthe lanethe more utilitarian 
ones. Another day is over forthe day 
detailees, though not of course for 
those, like Jane Linbury, whoareona 
night detail. 


The young women now in their 
civilian clothes are generally quiet, 
subdued. They can now forget 
Rayfield Grange and the Special 
Study until tomorrow, at 7.30. Well, 
perhaps not exactly forget but for 
most of them it is now part of the 
normal routine: the times during the 
day when they have been gasping at 
the very limits of exhaustion; the 


times also when they have been 
gasping under the searing cut of the 
cane. And certainly the are all very fit, 
in the peak of condition, as a result of 
the daily stressful routines. That at 
least is something. 

Arlene at 10 o'clock is out with Kevin 
in his car, parked in a quiet spot in the 
country. Kevin as usual is ardent, 
highly amorous, but is not getting 
what he would really like. Kevin 
wants intercourse but as on most 
evenings when they go out Arlene 
won't agree to it. Not before they are 


married, although now and then she 
can be persuaded. Arlene has done it 
twice during the day, with Mr Marver 
on that blanket in the clearing in the 
wood and also earlier, this morning, 
with another Instructor, Mr Peasling. 
But that is different, that is Rayfield 
Grange. Arlene is, though, 
acquiesced to Kevin's second-line 
demands. Agreed to take her 
knickers off. They are having a very 
heavy smooching session. An ardent 
kiss, with Kevin's fingers in her pussy 
while  Arlene's hand works 


rhythmically up and down the 
quivering stiff shaft of his erect penis. 


At 10 o'clock Jane Linbury is in bed 
with one of the Instructors, Bill 
Peasling. Mr Peasling is on top of her, 


Screwing her. Night details at 
Rayfield Grange are mostly more 
relaxed than daytimes; there are 
certainly no running details and 
generally no hard exercising either. 
Nights are more relaxed if a girl is 
prepared to give what the Instructors 
want. Which generally is what Mr 
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Peasling is getting at this moment. doing it. If you can't really do relax and enjoy it. Jane is enjoying it 
Jane is not particularly unhappy anything about it you might as well іп fact. She is almost at the point of 
coming. 
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